Cor sane of Rjtsco

Doctor Cavalli dismissed his servant by a
gesture, motioned the stranger to a seat, and
bent on him a gaze kind and yet scrutinising.

" Permit me, Illustrious Signor, to present
myself," said the young man: " Ludovick
Corsane of Rusco in Scotland, sprung in time
long bypast from the great house of Corsini."

The doctor bowed, and spoke a few words
of welcome; whereupon Rusco, in faltering
Italian eked out with French and Latin,
struggled to state his case.

The effort seemed to harass and exhaust him*

"Will you not let me hear the English
tongue ? " said Doctor Cavalli; and his patient
sighed gratefully.

" I have come," he said, " in search of that
health which Scottish doctors tell me is lost
beyond hope of recovery. If any man in
Christendom can heal me, I am assured it is you.
But if you cannot aid me, I pray the end come
soon. Better to die now and have done, than
to drag out a living death/'

"That must be as God wills," said the
physician, sternly yet gently.

Rusco's hand clenched by his side. "I
know not why I should be doomed to suffer.
I have kept God's commandments; yet He
scourges me; while others who break His
laws, and wrap themselves in wrong like a robe,
go free, nay flourish! "

c< Since when have you been smitten with
this sickness ? " asked Cavalli*